CHAPTER VIII

THE WAYS OF DESERTERS

> this is a day of good tidings! "
It was the little burgomaster came
tip-toeing into our room ere we had sat
" Sir, this is a day of good tidings. God
has been very gracious unto us!" The
poor man was breathless in his hurry, but
he carried his head very high now, quite
other was he than the hesitating fool of
the day before.

" And to you we owe much," he went on.
" All has fallen out as you said Breuthe will
never forget who made the plan that saved
her, and truly, sir, in some sense I owe
you an amend. I confess that yesterday
I doubted your wisdom. I was wrong, sir."

"Do not speak of it," said I.  He bowed.

" We must send a message to the Prince,
sir. I think every horse in the town is
yours."
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